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beads of sweat on his forehead subside. He returns to his impatient demeanor. 
The chant had worked again for Ken. 
Ken leaves and I have to quickly recompose from all of the excitement. 
Co-dependent Barbie'M smile at me and slide a pack of gum and two candy bars 
onto the counter. 
"Name your trauma," I say. 
She giggles a little. "This "Isn't all for me, really it "Isn't!" she says 
quickly. All of the poofy-jacket girls with her giggle again. 
Deluxe-Collector's-Edition-Co-dependent-Barbie'M come with a poofy 
jacket, a full size-zero Abercrombie wardrobe, a diet that runs the fine line of an 
eating disorder, and four friends. 
I ring her up quickly because her poofy-jacket friends are clogging the 
line. They too have to pay for a pack of gum and two candy bars. 
Next in line is Big-Man-On-Campus-Ken™ who keeps turning to his 
shiny blue car parked illegally in front of the store. He empties his arms full of 
chips, pop, cigarettes, and other necessities. 
"N arne your trauma," I say. 
"That woman had better have put that grand in my account this month!" 
he says hostily . 
I think to myself that, on previous occasions, he has used far worse 
names when referring to his mother. Ken comes with lettered garb for every day 
of the week, a blue Camero, and a mom that works seventy hours per week. 
Ken? 
door. 
He hands me his debit card and exalts loudly, "It had better go through!" 
I bite my tongue and think quietly: Or what? You'll have to get a job, 
The transaction is a success and Ken takes his big bag of staples out the 
The rush is nearly over and the last in my line is Has-Been-KenrM who 
puts down a can of soup and a pack of cigarettes. I don't know what happened to 
this guy. He had lost his glow months ago. He comes in after work with a name 
tag still on his shirt and barely says a word. 
Prozac. 
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"Name your trauma," I say. 
"I pulled a double today," he says hesitantly. 
"You work now?" 
"Yep. No more allowance for me." 
Has-Been-KenrM come with a part-time job, major credit card debt, and 
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Waving in the cool wind 
Balance is no longer a needed thing 
flowing, flopping, twisting, and turning 
like an October fallen leaf 
wondering where this wind will blow 
lifeis current has no permanent path 
an undecided truth of course 
unpredictable amazing success 
completely believable failures 
looking back July was good 
December could be better 
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